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OF 




Newcastle upon Ty ne : 

P*3 sited "fey J. MadbaliJ-n the OU Vlefh-Min lz-t. 
*Wk$ri may also I? had, a Ihrgt and furious AffvrlmM 



The Battle of the Nile. 



A &ISE, aiife, Bri tamnia's fons, arife ! 
/I And join the fhouts of the patriotic throng • 
Arile, arife. Britannia's fons^ arife, 

And let heaven's walls re-echo with your fong 5 
The genius of Albion vi&ory proclaiming, 
Forth to the world her heroic deeds are naming ; 

And the battle of the Nile 

Shall be foremofl. on the file, 
And brave Ndion, gallant Nelfon's name applauded 

fhallbe. 

Then huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, boys ! 
Mars was to us that by Mercury the charter gain'd, 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, boys ! 
Britannia, (till Biitanuia rules the waves. 



The proud fons of France infulting us withfcora, / 
Had long been a pell to neighb'ring independencies^ 

And vainly they hoped the conqueiis would be borne 
Tn armament triumphant o'er the feas. 

But Nehfon foon taught them, with peals of BritiuH 
thunder, 

To the flag of royal George 'was their duty to knock 
under : 
And the battle of the Nile 
Was deci/We, and the fpoil 
Shall bedeck the lovely bofoms of the loyal Britifti fair* 
Then huzza, &c. 

In congrefs above the deities of war, 

Searching to give true valour to renown, 

And foon exalted on a Bridlh feair.an's brow, 
Was implanted every fpiendid crown % 



The loud trump of Fame thro' the vaulted arch-re- 
bounded,. 

And Howe, Jervis, Duncan, and Nelfon's name's 
And the battle of the Nile * [refounded, 
Was recorded, and the while 

Th' angelic hoft refponfive lung the glories of the daj„ 
Then huzza. &c. 

Aroufe, aroufe, ye fons of fportive mirth. 

And receive your protestors with open arms re- 
turning-, 

And view theTf»blls they with the?; blood have bought, 

As a conqued to this happy, happy if]e. 
A -Britift Teaman's name ihall be henceforth facred 
penned, 1 

A terror to his foes, and an honour to his friend ; 

And the battle of the Nile 

With our children fhali fmile, 
And to ages yet unborn Mil fceft what Nelibn has 
. psiformU Then huzza. & c , 

Tom Starboard* 

HT^GM Starboard was a lover true, 
P M &f brave a tar as ever M'd ; 
The duties ableft fearnen do 

Torn did, and never yet had fair d, , 
But wrecked as he wi$ homeward bound, 

Within a league of England's coaft, 
Love favM him" fure from being drow<r d> 

Fur more than half the crew were loft. 



In fight Torn Starboard knew no fear j 

6f*>* whea he h^l an arni— re%n'd 
Said, love for Nan, his only dtai\ 

Had f«*vM his life, and lite was kind. 
And now, the? wreckM yet Tom reiurnV 

Of ail pafi: hardihips ma vie a joke ; 
For ftil! his rnardy bofom burn'd 

With love™ his heart was heart -of oak 

His flrength reftor'd, Tom nobly ran 

To cheer his love ? his deflin'd .bride; 
But falfe report had brought to Nan, 

Six months before that Tom had dy'd* 
With grief (he daily nbrd away, 

No remedy her life cou'd lave ; 
And Torn arriv'd-*— . the very day 

Tfaev. hid his Nuncy in the srrave*, 
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I m bailor s Adteu>.> 

r T^IIE topfails Oliver la the wind, 

1L The (hip fhe cafts to lea ; 
Bat yet my foul, my heart, my rolnd> 

Are, Mary, moor d with thee : 
Forthoi\g : ,i thy Tailor's bound afar. 
Still love {hall be his leading ilar, . 



Shouk' landmen flitter. when we're fa^'d] 

O dbpi)t their artful tales 
No g<z5ian.c Jailor e^er faifd, 

If Love breath'd coaftaO| gales, 
Thou Ire the com p -Us of my (ouL 
Which fleers my heart from pole to cole, 

Sirens in every port .we meet,. 

More fell than rocks or waves 
But fuch-as grace the Britife fleet.. 

Are lovers and not ihves. 
No foes our courage fhaii fuhdue. 
AUho 5 we've left our hearts with you, 

Thefe are our cares ; but if you're kind, 
We'll fcorn the dafhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind. 
The rower of France and Spain, 

Now Britain's glory rells with yon, 

0ur falls are full — fweet girls, adieu ! 



Tom Bowling 

o 




|"ERE, a flieer hulk, lies poor To 
Bowling 
The darling of our crew ; 
No more he'll hear the tempeft howling* 
Eor death hi-th broach'd him too, 



6 

His form was of the raanJieft beauty, 
His heart was kind and fofr ; 

Faithful below, he did his duty, 
But now he's gone aloft. 

Tom never from his word departed, 

His virtues 'were fo rare : 
His friends were many and true hearted, 

His Poll was kind and fair : 
And then he'd fmg fo blithe and jolly 

Ah ! msny's the time and oft ; 
But mirth is tuni'd to melancholy, 

For Tom is. gone aloft. 
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Yet fliall poor Tom find pleafant weather," 

When He, who all commands, 
Shall give ? to call life's crew together, 

The word— to pipe all hands. 
Thus Death, who tars and kings difpatches. 

In vain Tom's life Iras doft, 
r.'or, though his body's under hatches. 

His foul has gone aloft. 



irue Gourd? 

I^fTHi what's that to yon if my eyes I'm a wiping 
V V- A tear is a pleafure, d'ye fre, in its way's 
*Tis nonfenfe for trifles, I own, to he piptnir, 
Jkt they that haVtpty^whj 1 pities they. 



Says the Captain, fays he, (I fhall never forget it) 
" If '^/ courage you'd know, bds, the true from 

" Tis a furious lion in battle, fo let it, [the flum, 
" But, duty appeased, 'tis in mercy a lamb. " 

There was buftling Bob Bounce, for the Old One 
not caring, 

Heker fkelter, to work, pelt awa-, cut and drive; 
bwearing he ror his part had no noffon of fearing 

And as for a foe, why he'd eat him alive 
But when that he found an old prisoner he'd wounded , 

1 hat once fav'd his life as near drowning he fwurn - 
Fhe lion was tam'd, and with pity confounded, 

He cried over him juft the fame as a lamb. 

That my friend Jack or Tom, I fhould refcue from 
danger, 

Or lay my life down for each lad in the mefs, 
is nothing at ail, 'tis the pool wounded ftran#er, 

And the poorer the more mall I fcccour diftre 
vor however their duty bold tars may delight in, 

And peril defy, as a bugbear, a flam ; * 
Ihough the lion may feel furly pleafure in fightirur. 

He 1 feel more by compaffion, when turn'd to a 
lamb. 

I 

The heart and the eyes you fee feel the fame motion, 
And if both ihed their drops, 'tis ail to the lame erd : 
And thus 'tis that every tight lad of the ocean 
Sh«ds his blood for his country, his teais for his 
friend. 

If my maxim's difeafe, 'tis difeafb I fhall die on, 
You may fnigger and titter, I don't cate a dams * " 

An me let the foe feel the paw of a lion, 

But, the battle once ended, the heart of frfcxnb. 



/ 



V 



Tbi- Sea- Boy* 

il ^O England's towers of oak farewelL 
il No more for me {hall be unfuiTd 
I he canvas in the gale to fwell, 

i ll? ocean h no mere my world ; 
Yet -there life's eariieft years I fearlcis oafs'd 
A ka-boy on the high and giddy malt. 

fherej oft to cheat the midnight hour, 
The helmfman, with a fancy free, 

His ditty 10 the waves would pour, 
Of love on ihore, or ftottte at lea ; 

And hew the fea-boy, midft the rattling 
bhift, 

Seeps (hition on the high and bending maih 

Dear were the founds tho 3 race and hoarfe, 

Uf Helm a-lee! or Helm a-vreather ! 
s o bring the vefiel to her courfe, 
, And fceep the tails well fiUM together ; 
WJiile en the look-out far my eyes were cM f 
A fea-bc-y on flu* high and giddy maft. 
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